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Only the
right varnish |
can give the |
right result. |

ERRY

ROTHERS

VARNISHES

To get a good job of
varnishing i1s not as
difficult as your past ex-
perience may have led
vou to believe.

First: Besure you are buying
GOOD varnish. Berry Broth-
ers’ trade-mark label will guide
vou to that.

Second: Know where the var-
nish is to be used and select
the right one of the five listed
below.

Half the varnishing blunders
come through the use of cheap
varnish, and cheap workman-
ship.

The other half through using
varnish not intended for the
work and not suited to it.

By knowing and buying Berry
Jrothers” it is easy to avoid
these blunders.

Most any dealer or painter
can supply you with Berry
Brothers™ Varnishes.

You will be well repaid for
any slight trouble you may take
to get them.

TYRADE
RK Floors and
For finishing floors in the most durable Stairs
manner possible. Thereis nosubstitute.
woobp
e
TINISH Interiors
For the finest rubbed (dull) or polished Rubbed or
nni=l on interior woodwork. Polizhed
[USH: lll‘l'tm For

Interiors
Full Gloss

FINISH

For interior woodwork exposed to se-
vere wear, or action of soup and water.

.
TINISH l"flnlt
Fur front doors and all other surfaces Doors
vxposed to the weather. Great dura-
ility under tryving conditions.
SPAR =
LUXtscRRY] e
VARNIS Marine

For marine use or any surface expo=ed
ro wind, wave or weather. Has never
tumed white under water.

Berry Brothers, Ltd.

Factories:
Detroit, Mich. Walkerville, Ont.
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give me a licking?” he said quietly. “I was
a fine specimen of a tough in tho-e days,
Rice, and the other fellows in the line could
not have been much better.”

Rice, having nothing to say, remained
silent, and Bob was consoled for past in-
juries by half of a juicy kidney.

HEN in New York, Waverton had pur-
chased a typewriter. His right wrist
was still so stiff and intractable that he was
unable to use a pen, and, as he explained to
Rice, and to Curtis the lawyer in a letter, it
was easier to spell out his correspondence on
the machine with his left hand than to draw
it laboriously with the same untutored mem-
ber. The cuts on his right hand and arm
were healed, and the bruises had vanished:
but he was acutely conscious at times of some
damaged nerve or ligament at the junction
of hand and wrist. Nothing could be done
surgically, the doctors at Palm Beach had
assured him. Time alone could cure, and
Time is a surgeon not to be hurried. !

He soon gained surprising efficiency in his
one-handed manipulation of the typewriter,
and on Friday, the fourth day of residence
at The Dene, he spent an hour after break-
fast in writing a letter. In the first instance
he made a rough draft, which he corrected,
copied, and burned. Then he addressed an
envelop, and summoned Rice.

“Don’t mail this in the letterbox,” he said;
“but take it vourself to the postoffice.”

The valet understood that the missive was
not meant to be scrutinized by other eyes,
and hurried away on the errand, the town-
ship of Saginaw being nearly a mile distant.
Being quite a human person, he glanced at
the address, and was positively startled on
finding that it was intended for “Mrs. El-
stead,” at Narragansett Pier. Now, Rice
was well aware that Mrs. Waverton had re-
verted to her maiden name, and his sedate
face creased in an appreciative grin.

“Good luck to vou!™ he murmured, as the
letter disappeared in a window slit of the
Saginaw postoffice. “If it wasn't for Miss
Kathleen, there mightn't be much hope; but
now I'll lay a five-spot to a hayseed that that
blessed kid will bring "em together again.”

Rice, it may be observed, liked taking long
odds; so he lost a remarkable number of
bets.

N Sunday and Monday he cast an ob-
servant eve over his master’s mail; but
no envelop bore the Narragansett postmark.
Indeed, Waverton's correspondence was
growing smaller every day. Rice himself, at
first, used to send a stercotyped acknowledg-
ment of nearly all letters, in which “Mr.
Claude Waverton regrets that his recent ac-
cident prevents him from answering yours
of the —th,” and this style of rejoinder exer-
cised a marked effect in lessening the volume
of condolences and anxious inquiries that
poured in from clubs, theaters, hotels, and
sporting centers like Chicago and Saratoga.
Rice, of course, had seen Mrs. Waverton'’s
handwriting quite recently, and he fancied
he would recognize it. He was not mistaken,
though,—to use his own expressive phrase,
it fair gev' him a turn, it did,—when the ex-
pected letter arrived on Monday evening,
by hand, and addressed to himself.
Dear MRr. Rice (it ran).—I am here, in
Saginaw, at the Rev. Mr. Norton's house. Can

‘| yvou come and see me for a few minutes, and

as soon as possible? I believe that no one in
the place, other than Mr. and Mrs. Norton.
knows of my presence, and I wish the fact
to be kept quite private at present.
Sincerely, Doris WAVERTON.

“Who brought this?” he gasped, gazing
wide-eved at the footman who handed him
the note.

“One of Mrs. Norton's gals—an’ a pretty
one too,” came the answer with a wink. -

That wink was helpful. It restored Rice
to a semblance of self-possession.

“Oh, if she's a pretty one, I must attend to
her without delay,” he smirked, and the foot-
man announced in the servants’ hall that old
Rice wasn't quite such a dyed-in-the-wool
bachelor as he made himself out to be.

On his way to the door the valet deter-
mined that, come what might, he would sce
his former mistress, and he told the waiting
messenger that he would be at the parsonage
a few minutes after eight o’clock.

E rushed through his duties when Waver-
ton had dressed for dinner, and, by «
rapid scurry on a bicycle, was at Norton's
house at the appointed time. He was shown
into the study, and there found Doris Wa-
verton, who was attired in a traveling cos-
tume, and wore a large hat draped with a
dark blue motoring veil. This, however,
was lifted at the moment, and her charming
face was flushed with excitement and an-
xiety.
“I sent for vou, Rice,” she explained in-
stantly, “because I did not care to trust my
affoirs to any other person at The Dene, and
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signed my former name to prevent any
chance of error. I want to see my—to see
Mr. Waverton tonight if possible. How can
I manage it?"

Rice was wrung with conflicting emotions.
He was puzzled, pleased, flattered, at the
same moment; but he could only blurt out
a commonplace opinion that if she would
authorize him to ask Mr. Claude—

“0Oh, I don’t mean in that way,” she inter-
rupted eagerly. “I am afraid, after my
Rhode Island experiences, and from circum-
stances that have come to my knowledge
since, that if Mr. Waverton knew I was n
Saginaw he would take every means in his
power to avoid me. But I must see him,
speak to him—I really must! Don't you un-
derstand, Rice? 1 want to take him by sur-
prise, to come upon him so unexpectedly
that he cannot refuse to discuss certain mat-
ters with me. You will help me, won't you?
I am quite alone here, and I have no one else
to appeal to. Can vou manage this thing
for me, somehow?”

Very beautiful and pathetic she looked in
her pleading, and the valet, who might have
been a knight errant had he lived a few hun-
dred vears earlier, vowed that he would be
her slave if it cost him his job; which meant
far more to him than the fret and fume of
life to a light-headed troubadour.

His right hand rose to the shaved upper
lip, and his left traveled to the small of his
back.

“Well, Ma'am, seein’ as it’s you, I'll do
what I can—"

“Ah, I was sure of vou, Rice!” broke in
Doris, with a catch in her voice that went
to the man'’s heart.

“You see, it's this wayv, Ma'am,” he went
on. “Bein’ a fine night, an’ not givin’ much
time to his dinner, Mr. Claude will probably
light a cigar and go out for a stroll with
Bob—"

“Bob!" she exclaimed. “Who is Bob?”

“The old setter, Ma'am, the lame dog.”

“Oh, I remember. He was my particular
friend. But—" She hesitated in a bewil-
dered way until the urgency of her mission
drove aside all other considerations. “You
mean that I may meet Mr. Waverton in the
park?”

“It’s almost a certainty, Ma'am. If you
was to go now to the boathouse by the lake
he will probably pass that way before nine
o'clock.” $

“But if he does not? Tonight, just be-
cause I happen to be awaiting him, he may
remain in the house.”

Rice coughed, sure sign of a diplomatic
utterance. “In that case, Ma’am, if Mr.
Claude stops indoors, he will be in the li-
brary, an’ the drawing room windows will be
open. I'll take care that they are.”

“Ah!™ Doris sighed her gratitude, and
opened the gold purse that hung from her
neck by a chain.

“If vou don’t mind, Ma’am, I'd rather—~
began the valet sheepishly.

She closed the purse with a snap, and
smiled brightly. “I quite understand, Rice,”
she said. “You are acting as my true well-
wisher, not as one whom 1 could pay for ser-
vices rendered.”

Rice's pallid face flushed with pleasure.
“I can only hope, Ma’am—" he blurted forth,
but, recollecting himself, checked the ex-
pression of a pious desire, and went on to ask
if she needed any assistance in reaching the
boathouse, since she would probably wish to
avoid the main road.

She laughed at that. “I have not forgot-
ten my way about the place,” she said. “By
walking a quarter of a mile down the syca-
more avenue I can enter the park by climb-
ing a gate, and then take the path through
the wood to the lake. It is not dark, and the
distance is short; so there is nothing to be
afraid of, and a scampering rabbit or two
will not alarm me.”

S” the valet raced back to the house, and,

watching developments from an upper
window, heard Waverton whistle to the dog,
and saw the pair descend an Italian terrace
and stride off across the sloping pasture land
that led in a gentle descent to the broad ex-
panse of Lake Champlain.

Rice looked at his watch,—ten minutes
to nine. “It's as good as a play,” he chuck-
led. “Now, I wonder if it will work out all
right? What a facer it "ud be for Mrs. Dela-
mar if Mr. Claude an’ his lawful wife kem
together again!”

Meanwhile, Doris had gone to her self-
appointed tryst. The avenue she had spoken
of wis a public road hned with sycamore
trees, and halfwayv along its straight and
level arcade a gare gave access to a densely
planted wood which provided cover for some
of the pheasants Waverton had imported.
The gate was locked: but this active voung
woman made light of thut, and a “drive,” or
shooting road, that led to the lake was really
less gloomy than the arched-in avenue.

The drive stopped somewhat short of a
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Those who d%&:ré the
best in glassw'ﬂ}e, should insist
upon having! glassware

bearing the () trade mark.

The best glassware made,
owing to its durability’is always
the cheapest. For crystal clear-
ness and perf&t‘ion of design,

Heisey's (PMGlassware

Dur book, sent

tell_you many
{bout :table glass
Werite for it.

Dept. 41
Newark
Ohio,

is unsurpassed.
upon request, ¥

Rugs Carpets Curtains Blankets

2, greatest value known,
mﬁa Bruasels l!:. #x12, §8.
Velvets, 9x12, $16. Standard

9x12, $16.80. Best quality
! .80. q
d u hput'gcd,"

an P-

Wilton Rugs, "“3:1'
Furnitureat milland factory

rices, Write to-day for our
&l New Illustrated Catalog, No.
lb,lhuinﬁguigm in actual
A colors. BENT FREE.

DON’T PAY TWO PRICES

Slv!..l-oo to 822.00 on
Hoosier Heaters

and Ranges

Wh{mnot buy the Best when yon
can buy them at such low unheard-
ot Factory Prices, Our new im-
provements absolutely surpass
anything ever produced. Bave
enough on a single stove to buy
our winter's fuel. Thirty Days

Trialin yourownhome before
ou buy. postal today

catalog and prices.
SteveCa., 219 State St., Marien, lad.

theapest and best light for lines.
<tores, fuctories. churches and public halls,
Makes andd

luirns its own gas. Brichter
than eletricity or acetylene. Cheaper
than kercsens,  Over 200 styles.  Agents

wvantad, Write for catalogue.

| A & _THE BEST LIGHT CO.
?fﬁfhm. R, .-._h\\\"‘:\i\\}: 343 E. 5th St.,Canton, 0-

HARTSHORN
SHADE ROLLERS

Bear the script name of
Stewart Hartshorn on label.
Get " Improved,” no tacks required.
Wood Rollers Tin Rollers
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